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Marlow. (Aside?) Egad! she has hit it, sure enough. (To her.) In awe of her, child ? Ha! ha! ha! A mere awkward, squinting thing, no, no. I find you don't know me. I laughed, and rallied her a little; but I was unwilling to be too severe. No, I could not be too severe, curse me!
Miss Hard. Oh! then, sir, you are a favourite, I find, among the ladies ?
Marlow. Yes, my dear, a great favourite. And yet, hang me, I don't see what they find in me to follow. At the ladies' club in town I'm called their agreeable Rattle. Rattle, child, is not my real name, but one I'm known by. My name is Solomons. Mr Solomons, my dear, at your service.                                   [Offering to salute her.
Miss Hard. Hold, sir; you are introducing me to your club, not to yourself. And you're so great a favourite there, you say ?
Marlow. Yes, my dear. There's Mrs Mantrap, Lady Betty Blackleg, the Countess of Sligo, Mrs Langhorns, old Miss Biddy Buckskin and your humble servant, keep up the spirit of the place.
Miss Hard. Then it's a very merry place, I suppose ?
Marlow. Yes, as merry as cards, suppers, wine, and old women can make us.
Miss Hard. And their agreeable Rattle, ha I ha! ha!
Marlow. (Aside.) Egad! I don't quite like this chit. She looks knowing, methinks. You laugh, child!
Miss Hard. I can't but laugh to think what time they all
,    have for minding their work or their family.
Marlow. (Aside.) All's well, she don't laugh at me. (To her.) Do you ever work, child?
Miss Hard. Ay, sure. There's not a screen or a quilt in the whole house but what can bear witness to that.
Marlow. Odso! Then you must show me your embroidery. I embroider and draw patterns myself a little. If you want a judge of your work you must apply to me.
[Seizing her hand.